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wet, cold autumn, severe winter, and ungenial spring; the queen
was ill, anxious, and unhappy, on account of her son, for the
fever hung upon Trim for many months; yet he was firm in his
determination to try Iris fortunes in another campaign.

The desolate heart of Mary Beatrice swelled with maternal
pride in the midst of her solicitude; for her son had distinguished
himself by a brilliant personal action in the fiercely-contested
battle of Malplaquet which had nearly turned the fortunes of the
day. After mareschal Tillars was carried dangerously wounded
out of the field, Bouflers sustained the conflict; and when the
cavalry of the allies broke into his lines, he ordered the chevalier
de St. George to advance at the head of 1200 of the horse-guards.
The princely volunteer performed this duty so gallantly, that in
one desperate charge the German horse were broken and repulsed,
and nothing but the steady valour of the English troops, and the
OOP sum mate skill of their commanders, prevented the rout from
becoming general. The rejected claimant of the British crown
did not disgrace his lineage on that occasion, though unhappily
serving beneath the banner of the fleur-de-lis, and opposed to his
own countrymen. He charged twelve times at the head of the
household troops of France; and though wounded in the right
arm by a sabre cut, he kept the ground manfully, under a con-
tinuous fire of sis hours from the British infantry. The queen,
who had been residing for many weeks in complete retirement
with her daughter at Chaillot, came to welcome her son on his
return to St. Germains, where they kept their united court, if
such it might be called, that winter.

The pure, unselfish affection which united the disinherited son
and daughter of James II. and his queen in exile and poverty,
affords a remarkable contrast to the political jealousies and'
angry passions which inflamed the hearts of their triumphant
sisters, Mary and An no, against each other, when they had
succeeded in driving their father from his throne, and supplant-
ing their brother in the regal succession. Mary Beatrice always
trembled lest her daughter, the princess Louisa, should be induced
to listen to the flattering insinuations of persons in her court,
who scrupled not to say that nature had fitted her better for a
throne than her brother*

Mary Beatrice had always placed great reliance on the
friendship testified by the duke of Burgundy (then dauphin)
and his lovely consort, the well-known duchess of Burgundy,
for her and her children, but the "arm of flesh" was not to
profit them. This princess was attacked with malignant purple
fever on the 6th cf February. Jatal symptoms appeared on